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and a peaked cap;   then quickly into the boats
and off towards the soft greenery of the church-
yard.   Only an old sickly cottar, the owner of
the horse, is left on the raft.   The steamer has
already disappeared behind the tiny headland
before  the  boats  are  halfway  there.   Jussi is
at  one   of the   oars.   The   moment  is  richly
harmonious;   the lands and forests seem to be
trying to indicate that the nation is living through
its  happiest years  in  their  spirit.   Along the
thousands of lake shores waves plash their secret
message, to which, somewhere in this corner of
the   country,   a   great   gentle-hearted   poet is
listening.   The red-coated  men who are now
landing from their boat do not know what a
poet is, but the message of the waves penetrates
with childish ease to their subconscious minds.
They are company's men,  capable of cursing
fluently; yet the crust is very thin over the soft
and pure unspoiled souls admired by the poet
each time he happened to pass near to men of
their kind.

A spirit of exaltation surges through Jussi's
mind as well, as he stands up or bows his neck in
church with the others. The elevated atmo-
sphere of the church eases the inexplicable
inward strain under which his torpid life has
lain during the past years, a strain which he has
consciously recognized only as a vague feeling